This article explores the emotional impact on the viewer of disturbing and disorienting images of infant-caregiver relationality in four "melo-horror" films: Imitation of Life (1934), Imitation of Life (1959), The Brood (1979) and Beloved (1998). Comparing some of these filmic images to the infant performances of "disorganized" attachment styles captured on videotape by attachment researchers such as Mary Main, the author argues that the filmed audio-visual enactment of relational trauma, whether in the context of scientific research or cinematic art, offers the spectator an opportunity to work consciously and unconsciously with representations of unbearable psychic and psycho-social experience -both her own and that of others -which may hitherto have been thought unrepresentable, or simply not thought at all.
Film studies, melodrama, horror, attachment theory, infant-caregiver relations, spectatorship, trauma I raised the camera, pretended to study a focus which did not include them, and waited and watched closely, sure that I would finally catch the revealing expression, one that would sum it all up, life that is rhythmed by movement but which a stiff image destroys, taking time in cross-section, if we do not choose the essential, imperceptible fraction of it.
-Julio Cortázar, "Blow-Up"/"The Devil's Drool" Why couldn't they see it? It still puzzles me.
-Frances Farmer, "God dies" I.
They say that on the day of Melanie Klein's funeral in 1960, Klein's long-estranged daughter, Melitta Schmideberg, based in New York since 1945 but back in England hard upon her mother's death, did not attend the cremation in north London, but instead opted to give a lecture elsewhere in the capital. That day, it is reported, Schmideberg wore a pair of "flamboyant red boots" (Grosskurth, 1986, p. 461) . The image of the unreconciled (and already obscure) psychoanalyst-daughter lecturing in her "special pair of red boots" (Young, 2000) as her famous former analyst-mother's body burned a few miles away has always split me in at least two parts: at the heart of the very parent-child dyad that generated, via Klein's simultaneous blindness and insight, some of psychoanalysis's most inspiring and deranged formulations. 2 I want to argue that one of the Ray's Bigger than Life (1956) and in the dead daughter's -and the murderous dwarf's -cloak in Roeg's aptly-titled Don't Look Now (1973) . 2 Witnesses of Schmideberg's public ravaging of her mother during the first phase of the so-called "controversial discussions" with Anna
Freud in London in the early 1940s are divided into those (encouraged by Schmideberg's analyst Edward Glover) who criticized Klein as an unscrupulous mother and analyst, those (mainly from Klein's group) who viewed Schmideberg as either "a devil" or "ill", and those who preferred to avert their eyes from the embarrassingly "un-English" spectacle (see Roazen, 2000, pp. 52-60; Kristeva, 2001, pp. 204-207; Grosskurth, 1986, pp. 281-333) . The disturbing sight of whatever it was that had gone so terribly wrong between mother and daughter was key -and hitherto little-discussed -functions of cinematic "melo-horror" is to capture on camera precisely such forms of ungraspably traumatized kinship.
Inspired by a recent article by Robbie Duschinsky (2015) on the implications for film and media studies of attachment theory post-Bowlby, I have been moved to play with Duschinsky's innovative marriage of object-related enquiry and analysis of the the moving image.
Duschinsky's piece forms part of a recent movement in film studies away from Lacan/"Screen Theory", considering the film viewer's experience in the context of play, emotion, obsession, relationality, internal metamorphosis and transitional phenomena (cf. Cartwright, 2008 , Lebeau, 2009 and Kuhn, 2013 Wallin, 2007, pp. 25-43. Main and Solomon (1990) 147). This reminder is central to Duschinsky's (2015) analysis.
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behavioural tendency" (Duschinsky, 2015) , performing oddly anomalous gestures and sounds:
Directly upon sighting (or even hearing) the approach of the parent, some infants exhibited confusion. We observed one infant hunch her upper body and shoulders at hearing her mother's call, then break into extravagant laugh-like screeches with an excited forward movement. Her braying laughter became a cry and distress-face without a new intake of breath as she hunched further forward. Then, suddenly, her face lost all expression (Main and Solomon, 1990, p. 146 And in Mulvey's (1996) terms, the figure of Sarah Jane contained "the element of craziness that Sirk valued" (p.
31).
This mad daughter figure is filmed in such a way that aspects of an unshakable relational malaise have become not only visible but also emotionally useful, in a highly complex manner, for a range of different spectators. Perez (2008) I lay in bed, head aching, stunned that I had been reduced to convulsive sobs by a movie with such racist (and formulaic) machinations -a movie I found entirely transparent, or so I thought. I would return to this film, and its more famous remake, repeatedly as a teacher, race scholar, and queer fan.
These repeated returns added to my pain and anger, but they also reinforced the more ineluctable pleasures for me of horror an unshakable image of Melitta Schmideberg during an interview he conducted with her during the 1960s:
I cannot get out of my mind the picture of a small woman sitting in a large chair in a room darkened by thick curtains, and the memory also stays that throughout the interview she was sucking on something in her mouth that (I think) caused a little white drool to come down one side of her chin (p. 55). Ferenczi's return to a radically revitalized, literally mindexpanding theory of child sexual assault, and sought to stop his own rebel analyst "baby" delivering his landmark 1933 "Confusion of Tongues" paper (Ferenczi, 1949) . records what it sees, Nola's extraordinary cinematic and emotional revelation is kept intact for us until we are ready to see it. We may never be ready, of course -at least, not until we grow a new pair of eyes. Schmideberg's red boots -and even at her "devilish" drool -and not only "blow up" these disorientingly moving images, but reflect them, love them too.
